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Original Poetry. 
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thrown on all improvements. " The 
learned languages,", "ill be less 
prized, as the stock of present in- 
tellect is increased. r lhe time* are 
changed since knowledge was se- 
cluded from vulgar gaze in the Greek 
and Latin languages. They resem- 
bled the monasteries in which the 
votaries of learning at its le viral 
kejit retired. .Now philosophy is 



gradually accustoming hrrse'.f to 
dwell among men. She is deserting 
the cloister, and taking up her a- 
bode "in swarming cities vast," and 
amid "assembled men" in the various 
walks of life. 

We ifiight condescend to receive 
advantage even from French im- 
provements. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



THE BLUSH. 

3LoVEL!ER than the roses flush, 
More touching than soft music's charms, 
Is timid woman's feeling blush, 
When aught the conscious soul alarms. 
O Nature I thou, and thou alone, 
Can'st soften, melt us, or refine, 
One genuine touch each heart must own; 
Th' enchanting blush is truly thine. 
"Tis love's own eloquence! which spealcs 
Directly from, and to the heart, 
Portraying on the modest cheeks, 
What trembling lips dare not impart. 
For love cold reasoning still disdains, 
Nor waits for words his power to shew, 
Eat rushes potent through the veins, 
Triump'hant on the face to glow- 
Bright harbinger from feeling's source ! 
Morn's crimson glow, eve's tints are fine, 
We feel, we own their beauty's force, 
But ah, we feel them not like thine ! 
Thou speakVt from moral beauty: store, 
Speak'st truth and virtue in the heart, 
And sentiments deep in its core, 
That language, weak, can ne'er impart. 
O glowing thoughts, and feelings warm ! 
Ye that the sacred blush inspire, 
Quit not, O never quit this form, 
Lest virtue languish and expire. 

DELIA. 



TO ELIZA. 



Though fortune still has past my door, 

I have been bless'd, and yet been poor. 

No, riches ne'er shall cause a sigh, 

Or bid a tear-drop wet my eye. 

Nor o'er past sorrows do I mourn; 
Tho' much, alas! this heart has borne, 
Should I the painful tale disclose, 
Thy gentle breast would feel my woes. 
Thy heart for me would heave a sigh, 
And tears would dim thy crystal eye. 

But time's blest hand has soothed my 
I how to Providence resigned : 



JN ANSWER TO HER QUESTION, " WH1 
DO YOU SIGH ?" 

1 IS not for grandeur, power or wealth, 
That thus I heave the sigh by stealth, 



r.iiid, 



Now seldom back I turn 



my ■< 



Lest scenes of grief awake anew ; 
And if they steal o'er memory's ere, 
1 strive to check the rising sigh. 

Eut say, Eliza, could'st thou bear, 

To see thy only son most clear, 

Whole years beneath the grasp of death. 

Just struggling to retain his breath. 
Would tears not often dim thine eye, 
Would'st thou not, if a mother, sigh ? 

To bear long nights his weary head, 
And each approaching minute dread, 
To see death's image in that face, 
Where dear lost features thou could'st 
trace. 
To watch that mild benignant eye, 
So like lus sire's, thou tooala'ji sigh. 

I see that cheek where roses blew, 
Now shrunk, and of the lily's hue, 
And Oh, past scenes float o'er my brain, 
When in some interval of pain 

I mark the wittv prompt reply; 

My heart then heaves a double sigh. 



